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Summary: 


The ignition of Jupiter Lighthouse throws the elements out of 
balance, causing a massive storm. Felix and Mia are thrown 
overboard, forced to confront themselves and each other 
while surviving an icy wasteland. Meanwhile, the loss of 
their calming presence and leadership causes friction among 
the rest of the adepts. Can they hold on long enough to 
finish their quest, or will their alliance collapse under the 
weight of the fears they can't bring themselves to face? 


1. The Tempest 
Author's Note: 


Welcome to Tundra, my Felix/Mia ship. One might even 
call it a flagship. | have always wanted to explore what | 
believed was the attraction between these two troubled 
characters. In writing this fic, I've come to a deeper 
understanding of many of the other characters in this 
series. This rewrite of the fic | originally posted over 10 
years ago on FFN represents the fruits of this 
exploration, especially into the fears and hopes that | 
believe to be present in these young would-be heroes. 
This story does begin (and end) with Felix and Mia, but 
you will find there is much more to this story than just 
their underexplored relationship. 


In Jenna, | see a deeply complex and troubled character 
whose external toughness is a front for her fear of 
abandonment. In Sheba, | see a lonely soul who seeks 
out romance because she craves connection and 
friendship she's never really had. In Ivan, | see a boy 
coming to terms with the idea that his actions have 
consequences that he has to live with. In Isaac, | see 
what really makes a hero: someone whose best inspires 
those around him, who understands that his choices 
define his destiny. In Piers, | see a man who despite his 
age and wisdom is quite uncomfortable with leadership. 
In Garet, | see a simple young man who hasn't figured 
out how his emotions and actions affect those around 
him. 


All of these wonderfully flawed characters struggle and 
grow against the backdrop of an interconnected battle 
for the fate of the world, where destiny duels with 


freedom, love faces off against duty, and even demigods 
must come to terms with their purpose. 


Welcome to Tundra, and enjoy. 


| release all rights and characters to their respective 
owners. 


Tundra 
Chapter 1: The Tempest 


Ivan felt it on the back of his neck first. True, the afternoon 
sun hung over the sky, its rays falling on the occupants of 
the Lemurian ship comfortably, but the calm was deceptive. 
Ivan's Psynergy began to course through his body, 
negligibly at first, but within minutes the power of the wind 
in his veins trembled in anticipation of the upcoming storm. 
Drained as he was from the recent venture at Magma Rock, 
he was concerned that what minimal Psynergy he had left 
was reacting so strongly. In a storm so powerful, even their 
mighty vessel's safety would be in danger. He hurried off 
toward the front of the deck to find Felix. 


Coincidentally, Felix was relishing the passivity of the 
weather. He loved piloting the ship on clear days like this, 
and he had become rather adept at handling it. He breathed 
in deeply, refreshing his lungs with the saline ocean air, a 
welcome break from the smoke and fumes of Magma Rock. 


He let his ebony hair flow freely behind him and took in the 
sight of the mountains to the east that sheltered Vale. Far off 
in the distance, he thought that he could almost make out 
the peak of Mt. Aleph, but after a moment, he was sure that 
it had been his imagination. He sighed aloud. He longed to 
see his home. He was so close that he could almost reach 
out and touch it. All that stood between him and Vale was a 


"great power" that wanted Mars Lighthouse to remain 
unkindled. Just one last obstacle, and he could go home for 
good - him, Jenna, and his parents would have a chance to 
start over again, and as a family this time. 


A loud crash and a yelp caught Felix’s attention. He stopped 
the ship and turned around to see Sheba kneeling down 
beside Ivan, who was flat on his back, by the door to the 
deck. Ivan groaned in pain, his hand covering his face. Felix 
went over to the pair of them. 


“Oh my gosh, Ivan, are you okay?” Sheba asked. “I’m sorry, | 
didn’t even hear you coming!” 


“You god me ride in na node!” Ivan said. 
“It’s not bleeding, is it?” Sheba asked fearfully. 


Ivan pulled his hands away from his face and glanced down; 
there was none. 


“Oh, thank goodness,” Sheba sighed with relief, “I hate 
blood.” 


She turned around when she heard Felix’s footsteps behind 
her. He looked at her with a raised eyebrow, seeking an 
explanation. 


“Sorry, Felix,” she began, “I was in a hurry to find you, and | 
just slammed the door right into Ivan.” 


“She god my node preddy good,” Ivan offered as he stood 
up. 


“I’m so sorry, Ivan,” Sheba said again. 


“Id’s ogay,” he replied, and then snorted in an effort to clear 
his nose. 


“Ah, that’s better!” Ivan said. “It was my fault, Sheba. | was 
running because | needed to come find Felix too. | bet we 
have the same news.” 


“Storm?” Sheba asked succinctly. 


“Oh yes,” Ivan agreed. “Felix, there’s a massive storm 
coming. It might not look like it now, but this is going to be 
big. Hama was right when she said that igniting Jupiter’s 
beacon would put things out of balance. We need to get 
somewhere Safe, and fast.” 


Felix nodded in understanding. 


“We'll head for Prox, then. Sheba, remember the Sea of 
Time?” 


“Yup,” the Jupiter adept said, receiving Felix’s implied 
command. “C'mon, Ivan.” 


Without missing a beat, she hurried inside with Ivan on her 
heels. 


“Sea of Time?” asked Ivan, as they raced down the stairs. 


“The first time we tried to go to Lemuria, we weren’t ready 
for the currents,” Sheba said, “and everything fell... | mean 
everything. So he wants us to secure the ship. Let’s get 
everybody else together. We need to work fast.” 


“You’ve got that right,” Ivan agreed. 


As the rest of the group worked hard below deck, Felix 
watched the sky fade from crystalline blue to a foreboding 
gray, which was rapidly turning black. Even as a Venus 
adept, he could feel the intensity of the electricity in the air. 
An aggressive wind replaced the halcyon breeze of a few 
hours earlier, rocking the boat with its low, rumbling 
strength as Felix guided the ship north. 


The ground along the coast was covered with snow, and 
there was no civilization in sight. Felix did a quick 
calculation of the distance they had traveled, and realized to 
his chagrin that they would be unable to reach Prox before 
the storm arrived - he did not relish spending his last 
moments churning in an icy Northern Sea, only to be 
crushed beneath a giant block of ice. 


"Kraden!" shouted Felix. 
There was no reply. 
"Kraden!" he hollered again. 


"Yes, Felix?" the scholar replied, hurrying out on deck with 
speed surprising for a man of his age. 


"We need to land. We won't be able to make it to Prox before 
the storm hits. Will you gather the others?" 


Kraden nodded and walked off. 


As the old scholar left, Felix looked up at the sky. The clouds 
were black and heavy with rain, but the sky itself had taken 
on a ghostly green hue. He resisted the urge to shudder and 
halted the boat once more as his friends made their way to 
the deck. Once everyone had gathered, he began to speak. 
Everyone was attentive. 


"We need to stop, and soon," he said simply. "It’s too risky to 
try to make it to Indra, and that heads into the storm, so 
we're going to have to run for the west coast of Angara. We'll 
find somewhere to lay anchor and wait it out. That's the 
plan, unless anyone has a more appropriate idea." 


He waited for comments from his friends. None were 
forthcoming. 


"Alright. Sheba and Ivan, go below deck and do what you 
can to slow the storm, or at least protect the ship. Piers, take 
the engine room. Will you need help?" 


Piers pursed his lips in thought for a moment. 


“Jenna and Garet would help me if the engine starts to run 
hot, and | could use extra hands." 


"Go," replied Felix. "You too, lvan and Sheba." 


As they rushed off to prepare themselves, Felix assessed his 
remaining allies. 


"Kraden, go with Ivan and Sheba. Help them however you 
can." 


Kraden accepted his orders with a nod and went below the 
deck. 


"Mia and Isaac, | need you here on deck with me. Isaac, if 
anything happens to me, you need to take over the helm. 
Mia..." 


"You want me to keep the waves off the ship, right? Or at 
least slow them down so that you can steer?" 


Felix affirmed her statement with a nod, finding himself 
surprised by the intuitive healer once again. 


He remembered seeing a glimpse of her for the first time on 
top of Mercury Lighthouse. He had imagined at the time that 
she must be like Alex, always planning, efficient, and 
distant. Their encounter at Venus Lighthouse had changed 
that impression, though, and by the time they banded 
together, he realized that she was opposite Alex in nearly 
every way that mattered. 


Perhaps the only similarity was to Alex was her keen mind; 
she regularly anticipated what the group would need and 
put herself in a position to make it happen. She had also 
adapted to the new ship and new companions faster than 
anyone else. Unlike her clansman, though, she had empathy 
enough to fill the ship itself - she made sure that everyone 
felt welcome. The transition to a group of nine would have 
been much harder without her demure, elegant personality. 


Given all of this, Felix wasn’t surprised to find himself taken 
with the Imilian woman, but he had kept his feelings entirely 
private. He knew that he could not act on them, no matter 
how strong they were. 


Still, he allowed himself to enjoy the simple comfort of her 
presence for a moment as she stood beside him at the 
wheel, before returning his whole focus to piloting the ship. 
The web of currents in the narrow sea would only become 
more intricate as they approached the coast of Angara, and 
Felix knew he could not afford a mistake. 


His keen eyes scanned the shoreline for a break in the cliffs 
or a likely-looking alcove, but there seemed to be none. He 
glanced at the storm behind them. The fearsome tempest 
had begun to spit bolts of lightning and thunder, and the 


wind whipped Felix's hair into his eyes and face. This was 
becoming very dangerous, but there was no shelter in sight. 


"Isaac!" Felix yelled over the gale, "Tell everyone to get 
ready. We aren't going to make it. This could get rough." 


Felix glanced behind him to make sure that Isaac had heard. 
The blond adept acknowledged him with a thumbs-up before 
entering the hold and shutting the door behind him. 


Felix altered his strategy, moving the ship out of the 
shallows to make sure that their only opponent was the 
storm in the open sea, instead of the deadly cliffs. He 
continued to take the occasional off-glance at the storm 
behind him. The hulking wraith trampled the sky and the 
daylight, yet still no rain fell, and the thunder and lightning 
were still far off. At this point, Mia leaned over to Felix and 
spoke breathlessly into his ear as she pointed off into the 
distance. 


"Felix... What is that?" 


He followed her finger to the edge of the storm on the 
horizon. At first, Felix could not perceive anything other 
than a wide, distorted bump in the middle of the ocean. He 
continued to watch the strange phenomenon as it grew in 
size and came closer to the ship. After a moment, it was no 
longer a bump, but a curtain, and it flew toward the two 
adepts on the deck with furious speed, increasing in size all 
the while, until it was three times as tall as the ship. 


It finally dawned on Felix exactly what that wall was, and he 
didn't like it. He used his Psynergy to drop the anchor, and 
then only had enough time to put himself in front of Mia 
before the brunt of the storm struck the ship with the 
ferocity to lift Felix and Mia completely off their feet. 


Felix instinctively grabbed Mia's arm and attempted to pull 
her toward him, to keep both of them from flying off the 
ship. He caught her, then reached out with his other hand to 
grab hold of something, of anything, but found only wind 
and freezing rain. A fraction of a second later, the two 
adepts were flung off the vessel like rag dolls and thrown 
into the open air above the sea. Felix’s eyes were closed as 
they flew through the air; somehow, he still had his hand on 
Mia’s wrist. Don’t let go, he told himself. 


A moment later, they slammed into the water from fifteen 
feet in the air. Felix felt the wind leave his lungs, replaced by 
the biting cold water of the ocean. He thrashed his one free 
arm and pulled himself above the now churning waves. As 
he coughed up the water, desperately trying to breathe, he 
registered a hand around his back, and a body up against 
him. Mia. 


In an instant, he could breathe again, though shallowly, 
even under the water. He barely had time to realize what 
was happening before another massive wave rushed over 
their heads, tossing them both as if they were made of 
paper. Don’t let go, was again his instinct. 


He grabbed Mia tightly, feeling the Psynergy pulsing from 
her body. He prayed that she had enough to sustain them 
both through the storm. Felix felt Mia pull herself closer to 
him as the waves plunged them deep into the frothy abyss. 


Isaac felt the bump as Felix released control of the wheel. 
His body had barely reacted to that when the initial blast of 
wind hit the ship, knocking Isaac to the floor. The ship began 
to sway wildly, moving and churning at the whim of the 
storm. 


Isaac stumbled toward the deck entrance, falling twice on 
the way, only to discover the same wind that had blown 
Felix overboard when he opened the door. Isaac grabbed 
onto the doorframe for dear life as the sideways as rain and 
hail pelted his face. A massive lightning bolt lit up the sky, 
and Isaac saw neither Mia nor Felix on the deck before the 
heavy door swung back on its hinges, smashing his forearm 
against the frame. 


Isaac screamed, though he could scarcely hear himself over 
the clamor of wind, rain, and thunder. He fought through the 
pain and pulled himself back inside, focusing his mind on 
his Psynergy to shut the door. As soon as he did, Isaac felt 
another great jolt and heard the shriek of metal on rock as 
the anchor made contact with the ocean floor. He fell to the 
floor again and smacked his ribs against the deck as the 
ship changed direction. The young Valean winced as he 
pulled himself up and took a moment to assess their 
situation. 


Ivan and Sheba had their backs against the wall on the 
other side of the room, faces contorted with effort and 
pulsing blue with Psynergy. Kraden held on to a post beside 
them. Isaac knew that there was no way for him to get 
outside, not in these conditions. Trying to get to the wheel 
would be tantamount to suicide. Isaac felt a great lurch as a 
massive wave lifted them up, turned them almost sideways, 
and set them back down again, confirming his fears. 


Isaac instead focused his Psynergy on the anchor. He 
followed the metal chains down to the seafloor, and with a 
burst of focus, shaped the rock around the anchor to a solid 
form as best he could over the long distance. Then, he 
pulled the chains tighter so that they wouldn’t be tossed 
about as easily. 


It took time, and it was one of the most intense tests of his 
Psynergy that he could remember, but after some 
adjustments and correction, the boat was stable to the point 
that Isaac didn’t feel like he was about to fall over every 
time a wave hit. 


Isaac took a moment to breathe, and then it hit him like the 
front of the storm all over again - he was going to have to 
tell Jenna that her brother and Mia went overboard. 


No. Not good. That would break Jenna to pieces, and Isaac 
knew that right now, Jenna needed to be at her best. What 
could he say, then? 


At the absolute worst, Isaac knew, Felix and Mia were dead, 
at the bottom of the ocean - but given the dropped anchor, 
Isaac didn’t think that was the case. More likely, Felix 
probably just didn’t have enough warning to do anything 
besides protect everybody - to drop the anchor and 
(hopefully) grab ahold of Mia before that unholy wind 
knocked him off the boat. 


There. That was better. Mia and Felix probably fell off the 
boat together, and both were alive because of Mia’s 
Psynergy. Isaac nodded to convince himself it was true. 


As he made his way down to the engine room, however, 
those thoughts didn’t make the idea of breaking the news to 
Jenna any easier. 


2. The Wound and the Eye 


| release all rights and characters to their respective 
owners. 


Tundra 
Chapter 2: The Wound and the Eye 


Felix cursed himself for being unable to start a fire. It was so 
cold that he had lost feeling in his fingers and toes. He had 
built a small earthen shelter, clearing away the snow and 
grinding the earth beneath into soft sand, a short walk 
inland from where had awoken next to Mia. The hut had 
stopped the worst of the wind and sleet, and he had done 
his best to heal Mia, but he knew that she would be in 
serious danger unless he could start a fire. The gash on the 
side of his own head felt better, but he admitted to himself 
that the cold might have been acting as a painkiller. 


Sparks flew on the wood, unmoved by Felix’s insistent 
combination of friction and Psynergy. He coughed for the 
umpteenth time since they had found land - a deep, hard 
cough that stung his chest long after it had passed. He 
wasn’t sure how long he and Mia had been in the water - 
there were only bits and pieces that he could remember 
before he had woken up near a small grove of trees on the 
icy shore, forcing seawater from his lungs. 


It had been a strange thing, being sustained mostly by Mia’s 
Psynergy. He could breathe and move, but both were shallow 
and limited, like he was wrestling against a giant. He wasn’t 
sure where the wound on his head had come from, nor Mia’s 
injury, so he assumed that he had been unconscious for at 


least some of the time. No matter how long it had been, Felix 
knew it had become perilously cold. 


Given the circumstances, he was glad that Mia was asleep, 
exhausted from exerting her Psynergy so much. She was 
breathing, but her robes, normally a bright blue, had turned 
a dark purple hue on her left side. Felix was worried about 
what waited for him underneath, but he hadn't dared to 
expose her to the deadly frost. 


He wasn't sure how much time passed before he finally 
convinced the flames to spring up from the piece of wood, 
but when that first tongue of fire appeared, his heart leapt in 
triumph, and the tension in his chest and muscles relaxed 
Slightly. He fanned the flames until the small fire warmed the 
hut to the point that Felix could assess Mia. 


He opened Mia's outer robe slowly, careful not to disturb her 
injury further. He sighed with relief as he removed her outer 
layer. There was nothing lodged within her body, which was 
what he was worried about. Anything else, he knew he could 
deal with. He lifted her undershirt modestly, blushing 
furiously as he couldn't help but notice Mia's soft, white 
Skin. 


He forced those thoughts to the back of his mind and 
concentrated on the wound on Mia's left side. He focused his 
healing powers on the wound, though his abilities were 
somewhat weakened by the absence of his Djinn. After 
about twenty minutes of hard work, the wound, wherever it 
had come from, was closed and the bleeding had stopped 
completely. 


As Felix sat back against wall of the improvised hut, 
attempting to catch his breath, his ears caught a small sigh, 


barely audible over the soft crackling of the fire and the 
howl of the wind passing over the makeshift chimney. 


"Mia?" asked Felix anxiously. 
"Mmh?" came the muffled reply. 
"How are you feeling? You've been out for a while." 


Mia slowly opened her eyes a little bit and tried to sit up. 
Felix gently pushed her back down. 


"Don't move more than you have to. | barely got your wound 
to stop bleeding." 


Mia's hand strayed to her side, touching her injury tenderly. 
She grimaced. 


"What happened?" asked Felix. 


"| don't know," she replied. "Something hit me in the water, 
and | passed out. | remember a flash of you carrying me 
through the snow, but nothing else." 


Mia shivered violently as a fierce gust of wind blew over 
their shelter. After a moment fresh blood appeared on Mia's 
Shirt. 


"Ahh..." said Mia, biting her lip in pain. 


Felix opened his mouth to tell Mia to lay back down, but 
before he could, he saw Mia's Psynergy begin to glow, only 
to pitter out. 


"| don't have anything left, Felix, I'm sorry." 


"I'll take care of it. May 1?" 


"What? Oh!" she said, as Felix shifted himself closer to her 
side. "Yes... Go ahead." 


He could hardly stop himself from shaking, but he took a 
deep breath to calm himself as Mia lifted her shirt. There was 
nothing, however, that he could do about his flushing color, 
except hope that it would escape Mia's notice. 


To his luck, Mia's eyes were closed as he lifted her shirt 
again. His focus once more shifted from Mia's body to his 
Psynergy, struggling to draw power from the frozen earth. It 
took all his concentration, and as such, he did not notice 
Mia's eyes open and then come to rest on him. 


Mia felt her heartbeat quicken a little bit as Felix lifted her 
undershirt and took what she hoped was an unnoticeable 
deep breath. She had found Felix's toned, muscular body 
attractive since she first laid eyes on him, and there was 
certainly more to him than just his admittedly impressive 
physique. 


Mia could easily see why Sheba worshiped the ground he 
walked on, and why even Piers deferred to him. There was 
something about Felix, she thought, the way he walked and 
acted, that inspired people to follow him, that made their 
devotion to him seem completely natural. Even Isaac, who 
Mia had followed for months and trusted with her life, 
couldn’t duplicate it. She found it compelling, and also a 
little tragic. It seemed like almost too much of a burden for 
one person, to have all those lives and hearts at once as his 
responsibility. 


Still, she had never considered acting on those thoughts. To 
act on them seemed to be breaking some unsaid rule, 
upsetting the balance aboard their ship. Felix was by no 
means unapproachable, but Mia could tell that he preferred 


to keep people at a distance emotionally. She had realized, 
sadly, that possibly nobody on the ship really knew who 
Felix was. However, she wasn’t eager to test the boundaries 
of their recently formed alliance, so she had kept her 
thoughts to herself and decided to be content with simply 
being a member of the group that he led. It simply wasn’t 
right, she knew, to put everything their group was working 
toward at risk just to explore what might be nothing more 
than a simple crush. 


That said, however, it didn't make Felix's ministrations any 
less nerve-wracking. She had never been touched like this, 
not really, and despite the strange circumstances, it was 
exciting, unsettling, and not totally unwelcome. She took 
another deep breath and clenched her right fist tightly, 
attempting to move the thoughts out of her mind - though it 
was much easier said than done. 


"There," said Felix, wiping the sweat from his brow and 
looking up. "All done." 


Mia unclenched her hand. 
"Mia, are you ok?" Felix asked. "Your face is all flushed." 
"No, no, I'm fine," she said, a little too quickly. "Thank you." 


Felix leaned over and blew softly on the flames, fanning 
them up. 


"You need to stay warm. | don't know how many more of 
those | have in me." 


Mia obliged, and she pulled herself gingerly closer to the 
fire, and laid down. She closed her eyes, and a minute later, 
she felt a warm cover being placed on top of her. She 
accepted it gratefully and fell back into a deep sleep. 


In the hallway outside the engine room, Isaac held Jenna’s 
head to his chest as she sobbed into his shirt. His friend had 
taken the news rather well, all things considered. However, 
“all things” included a brother who had once drowned in a 
river, used lighthouse aeries as diving boards, and with 
whom she had only been reunited for a matter of months. In 
Isaac’s opinion, though, this could be going a whole lot 
worse. She was going to be okay - she just needed someone 
to help her back up, give her some hope, and she would be 
as tough as ever. Isaac knew this from experience. 


“Jenna, I’m sure they're fine. Felix had time to drop the 
anchor before the storm hit, so he and Mia are probably 
together. She'll get them to land safely, and they'll wait out 
the storm. All we have to do is fight our way through this 
and find them after.” 


Her sobs began to slow. Behind her back, Piers popped his 
head out into the hallway and gave Isaac a look to ask if 
everything was okay. Isaac waved off his Lemurian 
companion with one hand, and Piers graciously ducked back 
into the engine room. 


“I’m sure they’re okay,” Isaac assured her again. 


Jenna dried her tears and looked up at her childhood friend. 
Isaac gave her what he hoped was his most reassuring smile 
before a particularly fierce wave knocked them both off 
balance and against the walls. Isaac caught Jenna before she 
bounced off the wall and onto the floor. 


“But first, we need to make it through this storm. And we 
need you, Jenna. Will you be okay?” 


The Mars adept paused and look a deep breath. 


“I'll be fine, Isaac,” she said. “I'll be fine.” 


She looked up at him, and he looked back at her. It was 
strained - like she wanted to say something but couldn't. 
He lingered for a moment. 


“l'm going to go back upstairs, then,” Isaac said haltingly. 
“l-It’s okay. I’m fine, Isaac,” Jenna said again. “Really.” 


Isaac turned around slowly and went back upstairs. He 
didn’t see Jenna’s eyes watch him until his feet disappeared 
above the ceiling, unsaid words burning in her mouth as she 
went back into the engine room. 


When Isaac reached the main room, the young Jupiter 
adepts still pulsed blue with Psynergy. Ivan opened an eye 
when he sensed his Valean friend enter the room. The winds 
had grown even stronger since Isaac had gone downstairs 
moments ago, and the young Jupiter adept’s face was 
contorted with effort. 


“Isaac, | think the storm is going to slow down, at least a 
little bit,” Ivan shouted above the gale. “Something feels 
strange - like the whole storm could stop... at any...” 


Ivan trailed off as the howling winds slowed to a whisper in a 
matter of seconds, only to be drowned out by the hum of the 
Lemurian engine. Occasional claps of thunder were the only 
reminders of the cacophony moments ago. 


The blue glow of Psynergy from the Jupiter adepts faded. 
Even Kraden raised his brow at this turn of events. All eyes 
were on Isaac as he made his way to the main door. 


“Do you think it’s safe?” Isaac asked his friends. 


He received nothing more than a collective shrug, so the 
young warrior put his shoulder against the door, bracing 
himself for whatever awaited him, and forced the door open. 
What he saw outside, however, could only compare to the 
eruption of Mt. Aleph in terms of raw, natural power. 


Instead of the wind he had been expecting, it was the sight 
of the eye of the storm that nearly knocked him to the 
ground. In a circle around him, about half a mile in any 
direction, the monstrous storm still blazed fiercely, but the 
area immediately adjunct to the ship was completely calm. 


“Guys... You have to come see this.” 


Kraden, Ivan, and Sheba cautiously made their way to the 
door, unsure of what to expect. Isaac watched his friends’ 
mouths grow wide in amazement as each of them stepped 
out of the door. Ivan’s eyes moved wildly from side to side, 
trying to take in as much of the spectacle as possible. 
Sheba’s grew to the size of saucers in wonder. Even Kraden’s 
jaw hung slack as he adjusted his spectacles. 


There was sun above them, but thunder and clouds raged in 
a massive circle on all sides. They could see the flashes of 
lightning, but nothing struck in the middle; even the sea 
beneath them was calm. It was equal parts terrifying and 
majestic. lvan broke the long silence first. 


“We have to go back inside that?” he asked. “Isaac, | don’t 
know how much more | have in me, especially after Magma 
Rock.” 


“We don’t really have much choice, Ivan.” Isaac grimaced, 
clapping his friend on the shoulder. “I wish there was 
something | could do.” 


The Venus adept frowned, looked at the floor, and then his 
eyes lit up. 


“I have an idea,” Isaac said. “I’m going to see if | can do 
something to help you guys out. In the meantime, get some 
rest. l'II let you know when we're about to start fighting 
again.” 


Ivan responded by walking over to the couch, closing his 
eyes, and falling flat on his stomach. Sheba grabbed a pillow 
from the closet before she closed her eyes on the ground, 
and Kraden fetched blankets for the pair of Jupiter adepts. 


Isaac, however, ran downstairs, grabbed an old pair of boots 
from his room, and shouted for Garet to meet him on the 
deck. The blond adept figured this idea would be a tough 
sell, but if anyone was going to think this idea of his was a 
good one, Isaac knew it would be him. Now, Isaac thought as 
he pulled the anchor up from the seafloor, he only had to 
convince himse/f that it was a good idea. 


When Garet arrived on the deck, he was confused. Isaac 
stood at the helm wearing two unstrapped boots. Isaac 
explained what he wanted, and Garet expressed his 
confusion as best he could. 


“Huh?” was all Mars adept could manage. 


“| need you to melt the soles of my boots onto the deck,” 
Isaac repeated patiently. “That way | can pilot the ship when 
we go back into the storm.” 


“That... might actually work,” Garet replied. “If you don’t 
die.” 


“I know it’s a little risky,” Isaac acknowledged, “but if we 
don’t do anything, we're screwed.” 


Garet seemed to mull over the ethics of his decision for a 
moment, before a small flame appeared in his hand. The 
Mars adept leaned over to heat the bottom of Isaac’s shoes. 


“Just one thing,” Isaac said quickly. 
His friend stopped. 


“Don’t tell Jenna what I’m doing until we're fighting? | don’t 
want her to worry after what happened to Felix.” 


Garet rolled his eyes and started the fire in his hand again. 
“Aye-aye, Captain.” 


Garet finished quickly. After letting the boots dry for a 
moment, Isaac attempted to move his feet around 
experimentally. His boots held fast to the deck, and he was 
in great position to man the wheel. 


“So...” Garet asked awkwardly, “what should | tell Jenna 
when she asks, you know, where you are?” 


Isaac considered this for a moment. 
“The truth.” 


“Your funeral, man,” replied Garet, before giving Isaac an 
unnecessary elbow to the side and walking back down to the 
engine room. 


"Ass," muttered Isaac as his friend shut the door, twisting his 
hands on the helm as if to rev the boat. 


This was going to be interesting, he thought to himself. 


3. Outlasting Nature's Fury 
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Chapter 3: Outlasting Nature's Fury 


Giving his coat to Mia had been the right choice, Felix knew. 
She needed the warmth to recover from her wound, and he 
didn’t need his coat to survive inside their shelter. 
Compared to the rest of the decisions he had made in the 
past several hours, that one had been straightforward and 
easy. However, that didn’t make the winds that blew over 
the chimney and chilled his bones any easier to deal with. 


If Felix kept his hands close to the fire, his sides got cold and 
he started to shake; if he kept his hands in, he started to 
lose feeling in his fingers. His clothes had dried out a little, 
at least to the point where he was no longer constantly and 
involuntarily shivering from the cold, but he was not by any 
means dry or warm. His only comfort was in the fact that Mia 
now slept soundly beneath his cloak, her breathing deep 
and even. 


Still, even that was only a temporary comfort - he had 
placed the last of the logs he had cut with his Psynergy on 
the fire earlier, and the fire was slowly dying. The last thing 
Felix wanted to do was to brave the frozen sleet without his 
cloak to get more wood, but he knew he had to. If the fire 
went out while Felix slept, sleep which he desperately 
needed, they would both freeze to death. He had to keep 
Mia safe. 


Her graceful figure lay sleeping on the other side of the 
dying fire. She mumbled something about “keeping it shut” 
in her sleep as Felix slid himself over to her, doing his best 
to wake her gently. 


"Mia," he whispered over the howling winds, tapping her arm 
gently. 


Her eyes blinked open, and she turned towards him. 


"You need to wake up. l'm going to get more firewood. Make 
sure you stay awake until | get back." 


It took Mia a moment to process what Felix had said, and as 
soon as she seemed, alert, Felix began to cast the Sand 
Psynergy to move himself out of the shelter. 


“Felix, wait!” Mia said. 
She held the cloak he had given her out toward him. 
“You'll freeze if you go out like that.” 


He hesitated, then reached out for it, just as Mia extended 
her arm. Their hands touched for a moment, and Felix felt 
his heart skip a beat. He saw her eyes so full of tenderness, 
locked on his in a moment so intimate. 


It was a danger to his quest. To his family. 


He threw the cloak on and used his Psynergy to bring 
himself outside before his feelings could get the best of him. 


Felix shook away the lingering emotions from the 
conversation and took in the landscape around him as his 
body reconstructed itself, feeling the frigid air even more 
keenly. The area to the north presented a stunningly 


nihilistic view, an empty plain holding only blanketed snow 
and certain death. Felix turned his back on the depressing 
sight, heading southward though series of small snow drifts 
that led back to the iced-over beach on which they had 
arrived. Just to the northeast of the beach he found, through 
the thick snow, the pocket of trees he had spotted when he 
first awoke. 


As he made his slow progress through the snowfield in what 
little remained of the daylight through the storm, Felix 
became aware of the hunger clawing his stomach. True, 
there was enough snow falling to keep him hydrated for a 
lifetime, but he needed food soon, as did Mia. He looked for 
signs of life and sustenance, but he saw nothing that 
seemed edible. 


He came closer to the trees, the feeling in his toes and 
fingers completely nonexistent after just minutes of walking 
through the freezing rain and snow. It fell so thick that, once 
he had finally reached the edge of the grove, he could only 
see the faintest traces of the black smoke rising from the 
shelter. 


Felix began to use his Psynergy to hack away at the larger 
branches of one of the mostly-dead trees, chopping it into 
manageable pieces. Though the cold made things 
challenging, using his Psynergy was still easier than the 
axes he had used as a boy back in Vale. 


As Felix moved from the first branch of the tree to the 
second, however, his left toe made contact with something 
incredibly hard through his boots. Felix cursed aloud as the 
pain shot up his body. However, his pain was replaced by 
immediate delight when he saw what he had kicked: two 
very large eggs. Both had tough, shiny shells with a deep, 
ebony color. Their sheen was remarkable, especially given 


the present conditions. That much food would certainly 
sustain them for a while. 


Felix picked up on the tree where he had left off, and then, 
when he had gathered all he could carry, began to trek back 
through the sleet where Mia waited for him. 


It was a battle of man versus nature, intelligence against 
fury, and fury seemed to have the upper hand at the 
moment. At first Isaac had done well, handling what the 
storm threw at him without great difficulty. Then, the 
tempest seemed to have developed a sudden thirst for 
blood, churning the sea and sky above and below the boat. 
Isaac was not initially sure what had happened, but after a 
few minutes of increased winds and dangerously close 
lightning strikes, he deduced with a fair amount of accuracy 
that his crew was at the moment short a Wind adept. 


His plan to glue himself to the deck had gone rather well, 
but he was losing ground to the storm every minute. His 
hands had long since blistered and opened and reblistered, 
and every moment he remained in the gaping maw of the 
tempest made him more likely to send him and all his 
friends to the bottom of the sea. Every time he turned the 
rudder to the left, his hand that had been slammed in the 
door seared with pain. 


Isaac wasn't about to give up, though. He had a boat full of 
people depending on him - friends so close they were almost 
family. Isaac was determined to prove that he was worthy of 
that trust, though the storm seemed equally resolved to 
thwart him. 


He used all the skill he had developed while piloting Babi's 
"borrowed" Lemurian ship (which they had since returned to 


the rightful owners) in the fight for his life, and the lives of 
everyone on board. He could scarcely see the ocean right in 
front of him because of the freezing rain, so he had to rely 
on his instincts. Angry waves crashed over the ship at 
breakneck speed, sending brine into his lungs as he fought 
to keep the ship upright in the churning, shifting seas. 


The battle raged on for hours, and as each wave smashed 
itself upon the ship, Isaac did not know if he would be alive 
for the next. Slowly but surely, however, Isaac began to gain 
the upper hand. The waves came less frequently and less 
harshly, and the winds slowed. 


After several hours, the clouds finally broke, and the evening 
sky was a soft, comforting red, a more welcome sight than 
anything Isaac had ever seen. The storm, powerful as it had 
been, was gone just as quickly as it had started. 


Isaac heard the door open behind him, so he reached down 
and unstrapped the seared boots from his feet. He turned 
around to find Kraden, Sheba, and Jenna. 


"How did we do?" asked Isaac. 


"Ivan passed out, Garet got some nasty welts from the steam 
in the engine room, and Piers can barely stand. We're all fine 
though. Nothing permanent, if that's what you mean," said 
Sheba happily. 


"Good," he sighed. "I'm glad we're all okay." 


Isaac felt the weight of his friends’ lives disappear, and so 
did his adrenaline. When it did, his entire body caved to the 
fatigue of standing out in the storm for hours. He tried to 
take a step towards his friends, but his legs failed him, and 
he started to fall to his knees. Sheba ran up to catch him. 


“Let’s get you inside,” the Jupiter adept suggested. 
“...Yeah. That sounds nice,” Isaac replied. 


Kraden and Sheba carried Isaac onto the bench just inside 
the door, while Jenna pulled a seat up across from him. 


“Are you Okay, Isaac?” Jenna asked him, her face worried and 
full of concern. 


“Yeah...” he replied. “Yeah, I’m okay. Just tired. Nothing we 
can’t patch up.” 


Jenna’s shoulders seemed to relax as well when she heard 
him say that he was fine. 


“Good,” she said with a sigh of relief. 
Then, just as quickly, her eyes narrowed. 


"But you are such an idiot!” Jenna screamed, her emotions 
turning on a dime. “I thought Garet was trying to make a 
joke when he told me what you wanted him for! After what 
happened to Felix and Mia, and... and you still went out 
there? | never thought you could do anything so stupid! YOU 
COULD HAVE DIED!" 


Jenna inhaled sharply and bit her lip. She searched for more 
words, but, unable to find any, she cocked back her hand 
and slapped Isaac squarely in the face before standing up 
and storming off below deck. 


Kraden raised his eyebrows, and Sheba whistled, as Jenna 
slammed the door behind her. 


"Ow," said Isaac simply. 


"That being said, Isaac, I'm sure | speak for all of us, 
including Jenna, by thanking you for making sure that none 
of us died," Kraden intoned. 


"Gee, Kraden, thanks," replied Isaac, his voice thick with 
sarcasm. 


"She'll get over it," dismissed Sheba. "Come on, let's eat!" 


"I'll cook!" exclaimed Kraden, looking fifteen years younger 
in an instant. He sprinted inside. Sheba helped Isaac pick 
himself up, and the two followed Kraden slowly until they 
reached the main table. 


Ten minutes later, Kraden took the soup off the stove, 
carefully pouring it into three bowls. He brought in the first 
two, smiling at the image of the expectant and grateful 
faces of his young friends. He was rather disappointed to 
find both of them already asleep, heads down on the table. 


“Actually, that doesn’t sound like a bad idea,” Kraden 
thought. 


Minutes later, Kraden too was asleep on the couch, soup 
untouched. 


4. Subsiding Winds 
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Mia awoke to a smoky, yet delectable, fragrance wafting its 
way past her nose. Though there was no light coming in 
through the chimney of their hut, her stomach growled at 
the thought of a warm meal, and she opened her eyes. Felix 
had brought back more firewood, in addition to food that he 
cooked over their lukewarm fire. She had remained awake 
until Felix returned, as he had requested, and then promptly 
fallen asleep again. Now, though, she sat up gingerly, 
careful to avoid reopening her wound. 


"Mia, you're awake!" said Felix brightly. "Here, have some of 
these eggs. They're delicious, I've never had anything like 
them." 


He handed her scrambled eggs on a piece of charred bark. 
Mia, as hungry as she was, tried her best to inhale the hot 
meal as fast as possible, without looking foolish at the same 
time. She finished a few minutes later, scraping what little 
remained on the wooden slab toward her mouth. 


"Ahh. Thank you," she said. 


Felix replied with a nod and a slight smile. Mia felt her 
stomach grow uncomfortably warm at the rare gesture of 
trust from the Venus adept and its implications. Normally 
she would never allow a situation like this to happen; it 
wasn’t right for her to get close to him, so she would politely 


excuse herself from a conversation that might lead to any 
intimacy with Felix. 


But here? She was stuck, and the longer she remained in his 
presence, feeling completely safe and at ease with him, the 
more she questioned her dedication to the artificial distance 
between them. There was something about the hard-eyed 
young man that simply felt right, magnetic even. 


Her eyes wandered to him, watching as he pulled his cloak 
back over his shoulder and laid down to go back to sleep - 
not that there was much else to do here on this frozen 
wasteland, away from the rest of her friends, whose survival 
was as unknown as the time of day. 


A fresh jet of frozen air blew its way into their shelter, and 
even the Imilian native shivered with the cold. She let her 
guard down for just a moment - stopped worrying about 
everyone else at the expense of herself for just a moment - 
and listened to the whisper that came from her quiet heart. 
The cold outside was too much, and for that matter, so was 
the loneliness. Before she quite realized she had made the 
decision, she found herself moving to the other side of the 
fire. 


Felix, for his part, wondered if Mia could possibly feel the 
same unfulfillable sense of longing in her heart that he did. 
He wanted to reach out his arms and pull her close to him, to 
keep her safe from the impersonal cold all around them. 


But he was afraid. He knew what could happen. He knew 
how it could end, and what would happen to Mia if he was 
torn away from her. He knew he could die during this quest 
and leave everyone he cared about alone. It was a small 
price to pay for the chance to truly have peace once all this 


was over. His heart ached with every beat, knowing that he 
couldn't ever let her know how he felt. He had to keep 
everyone at a distance. People who got close to him got 
hurt. His parents, imprisoned to ensure his loyalty; Jenna 
and Kraden, to secure the Elemental Stars; Sheba, because 
of her connection to Jupiter Lighthouse; all made possible by 
his betrayal of Vale. He would not allow that to happen to 
Mia. Maybe someday, when the Lighthouses were lit, Felix 
could go back to Imil... 


In an effort to remove himself from her presence, he lay on 
the ground with his back towards her and with a roaring fire 
between them. He busied himself trying to get warm and dry 
again, but with little success. It was all he could do to keep 
from freezing. He remained motionless for several minutes, 
trying to will the cold from his body. 


On the bright side, the snow seemed to have abated 
somewhat, at least to the point that it was no longer falling 
though their chimney. However, he could do nothing about 
the wind, and he became steadily colder. Then, a moment 
later, he felt another body slide up behind him, and press 
itself against his back. 


"Felix," Mia whispered into his ear, "it's too cold." 


Mia slid her arms up between her chest and his back, 
grasping a small piece of the fabric that clothed his back, 
and pulled herself in tightly. Then, she pulled his cloak over 
both of them and let her left arm rest across his chest. Felix 
tensed his body. He froze, torn between the comfort of her 
warmth against him and the knowledge that this wasn’t 
right. 


He twisted onto his back, thinking he might extract himself 
from Mia, but then she lifted her head onto his chest and 


Shoulder, and she fit like a glove. She sighed in 
contentment, and with that Felix no longer cared about the 
implications of his actions. Her heartbeat pulsed gently on 
his side, and her soft hair fell across his shoulder. Her 
breathing slowly leveled out, and she fell asleep. Felix 
relaxed too, his thoughts warm - like her. 


Mia... 


And the last remnants of the storm passed them by. 


Jenna sat in her quarters for hours, with the door locked. She 
had already spent her fury, and now her swollen eyes and 
nose hinted how she had spent the last few hours. 


She had been a wreck ever since she had realized Garet was 
telling the truth about Isaac going up on deck. She had 
almost gotten her worries about Felix under control by 
burying herself in her work before Garet broke the news. 
Isaac had always been good at helping calm the emotions 
that would boil up inside of her; his words and his gentle 
embrace outside of the engine room had been just what she 
needed. She had always been able to rely on him, and the 
way he had broken the news about Felix had been no 
different. 


His careless bravado immediately afterward, however, had 
sent her spiraling. Though she had tried her best, she had 
lost focus a few times while she was trying to channel the 
heat from the engine. She didn’t know enough about how 
the intricate Lemurian contraption worked to be sure, but 
she was worried that part of the reason Garet was now 
covered in welts was because of her, though she was 
certainly going to be keeping that detail to herself. 


Jenna sighed as she replayed in her mind what she had said 
to Isaac earlier. She knew she shouldn’t have lashed out at 
him like she had. It was a gut reaction to Isaac’s reckless 
disregard for his own safety. She knew he hadn't done it to 
be a hero; he had felt helpless while everyone else battled 
the storm and the engine, and he wanted to do whatever he 
could to protect his friends. It was one of the things about 
Isaac that Jenna liked the most - he was a protector. 


That didn’t stop her feelings from boiling up again, though. 
It was selfish and stupid of him to risk his life like that. And 
of course he didn’t come and tell her himself, because he 
knew that she would have immediately stopped him. In fact, 
that’s probably why he was avoiding her now. 


Or maybe because she had slapped him. 


Or maybe because things between them had been very 
different ever since their two groups reunited. 


She and Isaac hadn’t really had time to talk about 
everything that had happened since their reunion in 
Contigo. When she first saw him again at Mercury 
Lighthouse, she hadn’t been able to believe her eyes - the 
face still belonged to her incredible blond boy, but he wore a 
man's body chiseled beneath his armor, and he squared off 
against the fearsome Proxian who frightened even Felix into 
submission. She had already mourned Isaac once, along with 
Garet, on the long journey to Imil to ignite the Mercury 
beacon. True, she had just been reunited with Felix and 
learned her parents still lived, but there was a massive hole 
in her heart for her oldest friend, whom she was certain was 
buried in lava under Mt. Aleph. Seeing him again made her 
so happy it was almost painful. 


And Jenna knew Isaac well - well enough to know that the 
reason he had left Vale on the tail of what should have been 
his death was to chase after her and Kraden, taken prisoner 
against their will. When she saw him, miraculously alive, at 
Mercury Lighthouse, she allowed herself to hope that he 
would survive the battle with Saturos; Kraden whispered in 
her ear that the beacon would likely weaken the Proxian, 
which he and Alex confirmed shortly after. 


Isaac had survived, and it gave her hope. It was like she had 
a little blond guardian angel coming after her, promising to 
keep her safe from Saturos and Mendardi’s callous, wanton 
violence and Alex’s incessant plotting. Then, they met again 
at Venus Lighthouse. 


That was when everything had changed for Jenna. This time, 
there were no words of comfort from Kraden as they left the 
aerie; even the scholar was despondent on the elevator ride 
down. The Proxians were simply too powerful, and in her 
mind, she had just lost Isaac again - for good this time. 
There was no hope that he would survive. 


It had taken everything she had to hold the tears inside long 
enough to escape to Idejima. In the time between leaving 
the Lighthouse aerie and her brother’s revelation about the 
Isaac’s victory, she had mourned more than she had thought 
possible. 


She had, in the years between the fall of the Boulder and 
her abduction, mourned her entire family, only to find out 
they had all survived. She had cried herself to sleep most 
nights, when her grandparents were asleep and when no 
one could hear her; her tough act by day being exactly that: 
an act. Then, on the way down the elevator, she knew that 
she was going to lose Isaac. 


Isaac was constant. He had always been there, or he was 
chasing after her to keep her safe. Thinking that she might 
lose that rock, that source of strength, made her admit to 
herself that there was more to how she felt about Isaac than 
just friendship. 


Now, when she tried to talk to him, her words got stuck in 
her throat. She couldn’t possibly tell him how she felt, and 
how much she had changed, how a matter of hours on 
Idejima had forced her to admit that she was absolutely in 
love with him. 


She had been afraid to say it out loud for days. It might have 
lasted for weeks if Sheba - ever sensitive to matters of the 
heart - hadn't finally coaxed it out of her when they reached 
Madra. Jenna explained to the Jupiter adept how she felt, 
and why. Sheba had promised secrecy and silence, and 
minus a little light teasing here and there, had been faithful 
about keeping her secret. 


Her friendship with Sheba had also been a much-needed 
place for Jenna to vent her fears. Before their groups finally 
collided at Jupiter Lighthouse, she had originally been so 
scared that they were going to fight. It had been the subject 
of her nightmares for months - Isaac and her brother 
crossing blades and hurling enchanted stone at each other 
while she screamed and begged them to stop. Sheba was 
the only person who had seen Jenna wake up in cold sweats 
in the middle of the night, and the only person who had a 
clue just how afraid she was that something might go wrong, 
that the two men in the world who she trusted most might 
have to fight. 


But, they hadn’t fought. They talked, made peace. And now, 
here they were - everyone working together. The empty 
Space on the boat had filled up, and now everyone but 


Kraden had a roommate. Felix and Piers, Ivan and Garet, 
Jenna and Sheba, and then Isaac and Mia. 


There was another source of problems, thought Jenna. That 
Imilian girl. Not so much that she was emotionally close to 
Isaac - Jenna had been jealous at first, but the healer’s 
gentleness and caring personality had won her over quickly, 
even if it did make her feel insecure about her own brash 
nature at times. No, it was the fact that she was so physically 
close to Isaac every single night. Jenna hadn’t been able to 
even try to pick up with Isaac where they had left off. 


It was beyond frustrating. She wanted her friend back, and 
she wanted to let him know how much he meant to her 
without telling him that she had fallen hard for him; for all 
she knew, he was in love with Mia. Stranger things had 
certainly happened than falling in love with someone with 
whom you traveled the world, fought, and shared a tent, 
after all. 


Of course, now Felix and Mia were both lost at sea, and 
Jenna was clinging to Isaac’s words like they were gospel. 
Felix and Mia fell off the boat together, and Mia’s Psynergy 
will keep them safe. Felix and Mia fell off the boat together, 
and Mia’s Psynergy will keep them safe. In a way, it was 
almost easier to confront her feelings for Isaac than it was to 
face the fear of losing Felix again. As tough as her feelings 
about Isaac were to handle, it was easier than the reality 
that Felix might not be alive - that she would have to face 
the death of someone she loved again. Just like with Isaac, it 
was too much to bear. 


She stood up quickly, wiping her eyes. With her thoughts 
drifting toward her missing brother, she couldn't take sitting 
alone anymore and departed in an attempt to find Isaac, and 


maybe make the best of a bad situation while Mia and her 
occasionally overprotective brother were gone. 


She looked in his room, in the common room downstairs, and 
in all the hallways, though the only occupants on that floor 
were Ivan and Garet, asleep in their bedroom. She went to 
the engine room as well, but the only one there was Piers, 
who was working quietly on repairing the damaged 
components of the immense contraption. 


To her great surprise, the ship was fairly quiet. She had 
expected that everyone else was just leaving her alone, but 
now she wondered where her companions were. She pulled 
herself up the steps and found her answers. Those answers 
were still asleep at the table, soup untouched. 


Jenna tried to creep away quietly, but in a clumsy moment 
tripped over one of the rugs that was spread over the floor of 
the room. Both Sheba and Isaac awoke immediately, and, to 
Jenna's dismay, unconsciously brought their hands to where 
their weapons would have hung on their respective belts. A 
thought of how much they had all changed over the course 
of their quest flashed through her mind. Kraden stirred just a 
little slower. 


"Oh, Jenna," said Sheba, relaxing her guard, "don't scare me 
like that." 


Sheba looked to her left and saw Isaac, and immediately 
recognized the awkward situation. 


"Umm, | need to... uh, take care of fixing something. You 
know, in my room. Yeah. Kraden, do you want to help me 
with that, umm, thing?" 


“I'd be happy to?” questioned the scholar, getting up with a 
groan. 


With that, Sheba grabbed him by the hand and all but 
pulled him from the room. 


Isaac drew a deep breath and stood up, intending to 
apologize to Jenna for his rashness. 


"Jenna, I'm..." 


She nearly knocked him off his feet with an embrace that 
could have killed any lesser human being. His back cracked 
multiple times as his airways constricted. He sighed as 
quietly as he could manage when she pulled away her arms, 
though Jenna was so focused on showing her affection that 
she didn't notice. 


"So, um, thanks for saving us and everything," she said, 
looking down at the ground in shame. 


"Don't mention it," said Isaac. "It was my fault... | shouldn't 
have done something that dangerous without telling you." 


"Listen, | feel horrible about, uh, slapping you and stuff. | 
didn't mean it that way, | just didn't want you to know how... 
um..." she trailed off, and her heart rate quickened. 


"Didn't want me know what?" asked Isaac. 


"Didn't want you to know how scared | was," she recovered, 
her heart rate settling - she had almost let it slip. 


"I’m sorry | scared you," said Isaac. “Ivan just looked so tired, 
and... | couldn’t just sit here and do nothing while you guys 
all fought to keep us alive.” 


“I know,” said Jenna as she shifted her feet. “I just... I’ve 
already had to lose so many people. | don’t want to lose you 
too. Again. | don’t even want to think about it.” 


“| didn’t even think about how that would affect you,” said 
Isaac, guilt dripping off his voice. “I’m sorry.” 


“I...” Jenna began. “Only you would feel like you have to 
apologize for saving our lives. You don’t. | got scared, and | 
took it out on you. That’s not your fault. You... you did 
everything right.” 


Isaac pulled Jenna into his own much gentler hug. 


“I’m not going anywhere,” he said. “I promise. But I’m 
exhausted from the storm, and | need to sleep for at least a 
little while before we can sail again. Are we good?” 


“Yeah,” said Jenna. “We're good.” 


He smiled and trudged into the stairwell, and Jenna sighed 
with relief as soon as he was out of sight. That was way too 
close to letting her secret slip. She retrieved a bowl of soup 
from the kitchen and heated it as she made her way down to 
her room. Sheba was waiting for her when she entered. 


"Well, | thought you handled that rather nicely," Sheba said 
with a smile from the opposite bed as Jenna sat down on 
hers. 


Jenna looked up from her soup. 
“What are you talking about?” Jenna asked, confused. 


“Your conversation with Isaac!” she said brightly, as though 
it were obvious. 


"Sheba!" she shouted, "Did you listen that whole time?" 


"Not the whole time... just most of it. | missed a few words 
right when I left. Had to run off when Isaac came down the 


hall too." 
She giggled mischievously. 


“I| don’t know why you even care,” said Jenna, her ears 
growing pink. 


“Of course | care, Jenna! You like him, and he would be lucky 
to have you.” 


Her entire face heated up. 


“We don’t talk about that, Sheba! | told you, | don’t want to 
mess anything up with Isaac. We’ve known each other for 
too long, and there’s no way he feels the same way. We're 
just friends, and I’m happy to have that.” 


“But what if he did feel the same way?” probed Sheba. 
“Would you want more if he did too?” 


Jenna absently kicked her feet against the bed in lieu of an 
answer. 


“Uh huh,” said Sheba knowingly. “Come on, Jenna. | mean, 
you're beautiful. Why wouldn’t he want to be with you?” 


“What if he likes somebody else?” 


“Who else would he like? He doesn’t even know me at all, 
and then... Oh, right. Mia.” 


Sheba paused awkwardly, her pep talk losing some of its 
steam. 


“I mean, they haven’t known each other for that long...” she 
ventured. 


“Yeah, and two people fighting for their lives and sleeping in 
the same room have never been attracted to each other,” 
Jenna said bitterly, echoing her thoughts from earlier. 


“Is that what you’re so scared about? You think he likes 
Mia?” 


“| don’t know if he likes Mia, but... | mean, what if Mia likes 
him? | don’t know how she couldn’t. And if she does, she can 
tell him any time, and... | mean, Sheba, she’s so pretty. And 
I’m...” Jenna motioned down at what she thought was an 
unattractive body on the best of days. “How can | complete 
with that?” 


“Now you're just being silly,” said Sheba dismissively. “I’ve 
seen how that boy talks to you. When you’re in the room it’s 


like no one else exists. Even if you don’t see it, he sure 
does.” 


Jenna smiled, finally. 
“Thanks Sheba. You’re the best.” 


“I do have my moments,” the wind adept agreed with a toss 
of her hair. “Sleep well, Jenna.” 


“G'night, Sheba.” 


